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The Wrong Tour Bus 


Author's Notes: 
Set in late 2000's period, if anyone wonders and needs to know.. 


Brian stepped away from the covered backstage area and exited the VIP bar that the festival promoters had 
installed under a large tent. It was still raining. Actually, it was raining even harder now than earlier in the 


eveni ng. 


He hadn't really planned on staying at the after party. A headache had crept up on him since the end of their 
live set and now Brian only wanted to get back to his bus and lie down. The idea had been to wait a moment in 
the backstage entertainment area till the rain would stop. He should have known better though. They were in 
England and it was one of those lukewarm summer nights with thunderstorms and heavy showers. Bloody 


British August weather.. 


He looked up at the night sky. It was not yet completely dark The sky had this subtle shade of dark blue and 
one could easily distinguish in it the heavy rain clouds that didn't seem willing to fade or roll away. At this 
rate, he could wait the whole night long, the rain wouldn't probably stop in the next few hours. 


Brian didn't have any patience left and his headache was getting worse. The singer sighed and braced himself as 
he left the tent and got ready for a sprint to reach the bands parking lot. He recalled his bus was all the way 
at the back - of course, the farthest away from where he was. The singer started to jog around the people 
still hanging around out there, despite the downpour. He made it towards the back fences where the artists 
exit was. A pissed off and dripping wet security guard glanced at him and checked his laminate pass before 
stepping aside and letting him pass. 


Brian stopped dead in his tracks when he arrived in front of the parking. Was his bus parked left or right? He 
wasn't sure anymore. It was a black bus. That much he was certain of but it was a completely useless detail 
since almost all the other bands’ buses were black as well. 

He shrugged and went left. He wasn't convinced this was the correct direction but he was getting soaked so 
finding shelter was a priority, though he could of course still change once he'd get to his bus and put on dry 
clothes. He went to the very last bus parked on the left side. It was black. Good start. The door was open and 
he caught a glimpse of a silhouette quickly climbing in. He didn't see who it was but he didn't care. His 
bandmates all had split after the gig and a quick shower. Maybe one of them had had the same idea and 
turned in early for once. 

The singer's hand gripped the metal rail next to the door to walk up the five steps and get inside. He was 
looking at where he was putting his feet since the material covering the steps was a bit slippery from all the 
rain. He didn't notice that the person who had come in before him had stopped right on top of the entry steps 
and therefore Brian's face collided with someone's back as he was about to take the last step to get in. 


"Movel," he said to his bandmate, his grumpy tone unmistakable. 


When the person turned, around, however, he noticed it was not one of his bandmates. Brian looked up and saw 


Trent Reznor's puzzled face looking down at him with a side smile. 
"You could say please, maybe?" 

‘Im... l'm sorry. What are you doing in our bus?" 

Trent looked around and back at Brian. 

"This is not your bus. l'm positive this is mine." 


Trent stepped back and made room for Brian to climb the last step and walk in fully. Brian's gaze followed 
Trent's arm which pointed towards the back of the bus where a big black and white NIV logo was hanging. 


Brian froze for a few seconds and turned around to face the American singer. 


“Alright. Thats not my bus." 


"No kidding?" 


"I think mine is on the opposite side of the parking then. | was in a hurry to avoid getting completely wet and.. 
Obviously, | managed to walk into the wrong bus and get soaked through and through anyway in the process." 


Brian threaded his fingers into his dripping hair and shook the wetness off his hand on the floor. 
Trent chuckled. 
"You can wait here till it stops," Trent said. 


Brian smiled and nodded. He was about to ask Trent something but the other man was already gone. When he 


came back, he was holding a couple of towels. 
"You want to dry off maybe?" 
"Oh, yes, great. Thanks." 


Brian towelled his hair dry with one towel and then padded his face with the other. When he was done, he saw 
the black make-up traces on the white fluffy cotton. Why did he not use waterproof eyeliner? 


"Shit... | look like a raccoon, don't |?," he asked Trent. 

"You can use the bathroom if you want to fix it” 

Brian kept the towel and went into the tiny shower room that had also a sink and a large mirror. Truthfully, it 
wasn't that bad. Most of his makeup had been wiped by the towel. There were still a few greyish marks 
around his eyes so he washed his face completely and dried it. 

When he came out of the shower room, Trent was in the back lounge area and waved at him to come over. 
"You want a coffee or something else? We have beer and wine too." 


"Red wine would be nice." 


Trent poured two glasses. Brian took the one that Trent offered him. The NIN frontman sat on the couch and 
took a sip of his own glass. 


"You're going to stand here while you wait?" 


"Can't sit. I'm drenched. I'm gonna make all the seating cushions wet if | sit." 


Trent hadn't really noticed or thought about that but now that he was looking more closely, Brian's skinny 
black jeans as well as his t-shirt and tailored jacket were indeed soaked. 


"Don't move." 

Trent stood up and went out of the lounge. Brian was expecting him to come back with another bunch of dry 
towels to cover the seat cushions. This time, however, he came back with a t-shirt and a pair of sweat pants, 
and still another dry towel. 


"They should fit. It will be nicer for you to wait in something dry, right?" 


Brian looked at the clothes and cocked an eyebrow, a silent question to the other singer about whose clothes 


these were. 
"Mine. I'm just a little taller but they'll be okay as an emergency change of clothes." 


Trent was not tall but Brian was even shorter than him. However, Trent had much broader shoulders, so he 


wondered how baggy the shirt would look on him. 


"Yes... Hopefully no paparazzi will catch me wearing this when | walk back to my bus," Brian said. "No offense. 


I's just not my usual style.” 


"l'm sorry. Next time | go on tour and we both play at the same festival, I'll pack a spare Hugo Boss jacket and 


a pair of skinny designer denim, just in case. You'll text me your size?" 
Brian bit his bottom lip and cursed under his breath. 
‘lm sorry. That didn't come out as | expected. | didn't mean to sound like a spoiled bitch." 


"Well, you did sound like one but good to know. | wouldn't want to hear what it's like when you're doing it on 


purpose." 
| mean it. l'm sorry, Trent. | have a throbbing headache, | just wanted to get in my bunk and suffer in silence 
and darkness by myself. Preferably dry. But this is very nice of you. And the wine too," he said as he took 


another long sip from his glass. "I'm just grumpy when l'm wet and cold." 


He looked at Trent and wondered whether this was enough to undo the damage. Brian knew how he sounded 
when he was in a bad mood or too tired. He really hadn't meant to be ungrateful, yet, this is how he had come 


across. 
"Just relax, Brian Go change in the bunk area. We can talk and start over when you come back here." 


Brian felt a bit better to hear that Trent wasn't too fazed with what he had just said. They didn't know each 


other. They of course knew who they were and they knew each other's music. Brian suspected that he 


probably knew more of Nine Inch Nails than Trent knew of Placebo but he didn't mind. 


The man looked quiet and laid back, not at all as intense as how he seemed in his music videos and stage 
performances. There was a certain calming vibe to him. Brian was only noticing it now, just like he was noticing 


only now how Trent was looking at him. 


If there was something Brian was familiar with, it was how a man or a woman would look at him when they 


wanted him. And under his cool and composed appearance, this is exactly how Trent was looking at him. 


This could be fun.. Something to take his mind off the headache and lonely evening he had initially planned on 
He could go change and then.. Brian took the towel and the clothes he had received and was on his way out of 
the lounge when he stopped. He paused for a moment and slowly turned his head to look over his shoulder. 


Just to make sure he had read the other man properly. As expected, Trent's eyes were on him, burning 


through the wet layer of clothes he still had on. 

Maybe the fun could start right now. 

Brian turned around and let the towel and spare clothes fall at his feet with practiced nonchalance. 
"I can also change here.. Unless you mind?," he said with his best fake innocent look. 


The ghost of a smile passed across Trent's face. He poured more wine in both their glasses and tucked himself 
comfortably against the back cushions of the couch, ready for the private show that Brian was apparently 
suggesting. Maybe the guy was a mind reader, Trent thought, or I'm getting way too transparent as l'm 
getting older. Trent was too curious about the pretty boy to really care about what signals he might have 
given off. 


"| don't mind," Trent replied. 


Brian removed his jacket first and then his shoes and socks. Trent's gaze went to his naked feet, which were 
small and skinny but without nail polish. That almost disappointed him. 


Brian turned around, showing Trent his back. He started to lift his t-shirt. The fabric was heavy and damp. His 
jacket had absorbed most of the rain and prevented his t-shirt to be utterly soaked but the cotton had stil 
absorbed quite a bit of water. Brian still managed to remove it, although not as gracefully as he had intended 
to. To be honest, he had never tested his strip-tease skills with wet clothes. How stupid That was something 
he'd need to work on when he'd be back home after touring summer festivals. 


Brian unclasped the buckle of his belt and slowly moved around to face Trent again. He undid the button and 
pushed the zip down. He took a few steps forward and stood right in front of Trent. He started to push the 
sides of his jeans down his hips. Not much went down, however. If the damp t-shirt had been clinging to his 


narrow frame a little too much a minute ago, pushing down a pair of skinny jeans which was much more wet 


was proving a tad more difficult. 

At this point, there was not much he could do to try to keep it sexy. It was best to take them off as fast as 
possible and move on to whatever would be the next step. Hopefully, it would involve him naked and sitting on 
Trent's lap. He pushed down with a bit more force and the denim started to peel off his hips but it didn't go 
far. 

Brian glanced up at Trent and pouted. 

"Wet skinny jeans.. Not easy to remove," he felt obliged to comment. 

"| can see that. Maybe you need a hand?,” Trent offered with a smirk. 

‘I'd love your hand.. For something else than removing my jeans, though." 


Trent was visibly amused by all this and he gestured for him to come closer. 


"If you want my hand or anything else to do something to you, we need to get rid of these first," he said while 
tugging the stiff denim further down Brian's legs. 


Once his jeans were finally off and he only had his underwear on, Brian climbed onto Trent's lap. 

"So, Mr. Reznor... What do you want to do with me now?" 

Trent grazed the tips of his fingers over Brian's slender upper arms. He felt goosebumps on Brian's pale skin. 
‘I'm already making you shiver," Trent said with a hint of satisfaction in his voice. 

Brian smirked and leaned closer to him. 

"What if | told you I'm just cold right now?" 

Trent rolled his eyes and shook his head. 


"God, you're such an annoying smug brat but also a fucking irresistible tease," he said as he ran his hand into 
Brian's unkempt hair, pushing it away from his face. 


"Well, thank you. I've been called much worse," Brian chuckled. 


Trent stared at Brian's blue eyes. He acted all proud and arrogant and a bit slutty but Trent wanted to see 
beyond the obvious persona that Brian had created. 


"What do | want to do with you?," Trent mused out loud. 


Without a warning, Trent flipped Brian on his back and moved on top of him. If the singer was just a little taller 
than him, he had much more muscles and had lifted the Placebo singer without much effort: 


Brian gasped and his eyes went wide as he was manhandled onto the couch. When Trent stopped and just 


hovered above him, smiling and waiting to see his reaction, he started to laugh. 
"Okay, you caught me off guard.. Now what?," Brian wondered. 


"| like that little smart mouth of yours and your accent.. | wanna hear you moan and beg for mercy and 


release while | suck your pretty pink European cock." 

Brian laughed some more. 

"How do you know it's pretty? You haven't even taken my underwear off" 

Trent rectified the situation immediately, yanking the small pair of black underwear down his legs. 

‘It's definitely pretty," Trent stated when he looked at Brian's half hard cock. 

"But it's only half European. My dad's American, actually." 

Trent didn't know if that was real info or just Brian playing with him. 

"Sure, and even if he were not, for the next hour or so, I'll be your daddy, and | sure do have a US passport" 


Brian gaped for a second at the reply. Blushed invaded his cheeks and he gasped and let out a high-pitched yelp 
when Trent wrapped his fingers and then his mouth around his dick. 


An hour of sweet torture, edging and reciprocating later, Brian was lying over Trent's toned body, still basking 
in the afterglow of his orgasm, with the taste of Trent's cum lingering on his tongue. 


The faint buzzing of a cell phone interrupted the pleasant and sexy and warm silence that was still surrounding 


both men 

"That's not my phone," Trent said. 
"Yes, it's mine. Can you pass it to me?" 
Trent looked around. 


"Where's your phone?” 


"It was in the back pocket of my jeans." 


Trent grunted as he moved from under Brian. The back lounge couch area wasn't very wide but they had 


managed to tuck themselves together there in a comfy position It was a shame to have to move now. 


Trent blindly padded on the floor with his hand for a pair of damp jeans. When he found them, he pulled on the 
bit of leq he had gotten his fingers on. He held the jeans up for Brian to check his pockets. The phone was stil 
in there. He checked the message. 


‘Its my darling bassist. They're back on the bus and wonder where | am." 
"What's your usual curfew?," Trent joked. 


"Stefan's just being a good friend. And he's probably pretty drunk, which makes him even more prone to worry 


and overprotectiveness. 

Brian pushed himself off from Trent and looked down at him. 

"| should get going.” 

"You should still put the other clothes | gave you, yours are not dry’ 
"| know. But they're gonna ask too many questions if | do." 


Brian got up and dressed up quickly, without paying attention to the discomfort of wearing cold damp clothes. 
He took the towel and the other clothes Trent had brought him and put them on the table of the lounge. 
That's when he noticed the t-shirt was actually a Nine Inch Nails one. Brian hesitated for a moment but he 
picked it up. 


"Okay, perhaps I'll take the t-shirt. As a souvenir," he winked at Trent. "Thanks again for your hospitality. Bye," 
he added before he hurried outside of the bus. 


When Brian made it back to his own bus, it had finally stopped raining. He had hidden the NIN t-shirt by 
tucking it behind his back, in the waistband of his jeans. He told Stefan he had been hiding under a tent 
somewhere waiting forever for the rain to stop and had fallen asleep in the meantime. Stefan scolded him, as 
expected. What if he had gotten cold and caught a pneumonia or gotten assaulted by some drunken festival 
attendees? 


The singer reassured his bassist about his wellbeing and sent Stefan to bed and then went for a quick shower. 
When he was done, the bus was quiet and everyone had gone to sleep. He stepped out of the shower room and 
put his damp clothes in the side of his bag where he put the ones to send to laundry. He retrieved the t-shirt 


he had received from Trent and climbed in his bunk. 


Brian turned off his personal night light and put the t-shirt on before sliding under his bedsheet and blanket. 
He hugged himself and closed his eyes. He fell asleep with a smile on his face, wondering whether Trent had 
noticed he had left his underwear in the lounge of the NIN bus, on purpose - of course. 


